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Vpon the hatches thence vve lookt toward England, 

And cited vp a thoufand fcarcfull limes. 

During the warres of Yorkcand Lancaftcr , 

That had befallen vs:as we pall along, 

Vpon the giddie footing of the hatches ^ 

Me thought that Gloccftcr (lumbled,and in {tumbling, 
Stroke me (that thought to (lay him)oucr board. 

Into the tumbling billowcsofthemaine. 

Lord^Lord,me thought what paine it was to drownc, 

What dreadfull noife of waters in mine earcs. 

What vgly fights of death within mineeics : 

Me thought I faw a thoufand fearcfull wracks, 

Ten thoufand mcn,that fiflics gnawed vpon, 

Wedges of golde, great anchors, hcapes of pcaric, 
Incftimable ftoncs,vnuaIucd Icwcls, 

Some laj in dead mens (culs>and in thole holes, 

Where eyes did once inhabite, there were crept 
As’t were in fcorne of eyes rcfle£ling gems, 

Which weed the flimk bottom of the deepe, 

And mockt the dead bones that lay fcartcrcd by» 

Brok- Had you fuch Icilure in the time of death, 

T o gaze vpon the fecrets of the deepe i 
CUr^ Me thought 1 hadifoi ftill the enuioUs floud 
K cpt in niy foule,and would not let it foorth, 

T o fcckc the cmptie,vaft,and wandering airc, 
fmothcred it within my panting bulKc , 

W^iich almoft bur ft to belch it m tfic fea . 

Brol(. Awakt you not with this fore agonic ? 

Clar^ O no, my dreamc was lengthned after life, 

O then began the tempeft to my foulc, 

Who pafl (me thought) the melancholy floud. 

With that grim fcri iman, which Poets write of, 

Vnto thekindomeofpcrpctuill night : 

The firft that there did greet my ftrangcr foulc, ’ 

Was my great father in la*w,renowmed Warwicke, 

Who cried alowd ,what feourge for pcriuric. 

Can this darkc monarchic affoord falfc Clarence, 

And fo he vanifl'ituhen came wandringby, 

Afta- 



of Richard the third. 


A ftiadow like an AngcH in bright hairc, 

Dabled in bioud,and he fqucakt out alowd, 

Clarencc'is conic/alfe,fleeting,pcriurd Clarence* 

That ftabd me in the field by Tcuxburic : 

Scaze on him furies, take him to your torments. 

With that me thought a legion of foulc fiends 
Enuirond me about,and howled in mine cares, 

Such hideous cries, that with the vcf ic noife, 

I trembling, wakt-and for a fcafon after, 

Could not bclccuc but that I ivas in hell , 

Such terrible imprcflion made the drearae. 

i?^«^#NomaruelI(my Lo.)though itaffnghtedyou, 

I promife you,I am afraid to hcarc you tell it. 

Cia, O BrokenburieJ hauc done thofc things, 

Which now bcarc euidence againft my foulc, 

For Edwards fake, and fee how he requites me* 

I pray thtc gentle keeper flay by me, 

fo^Ie is heauic, and 1 faine would flecpc. 

. 4 ; Bra^l will(my Lo.) God giuc your Grace good reft, 
Sorrow b'rcakes feafons,and icpofing howersi 
Makes the ni^ht morning,and the noonctidc night. 
Princes hauc but their titles for their glories, 

An outward honour fdt aninward toylc, 

And for vnfclt imagination, 

They often fccle a world of reftlcftc cares; 

So that betwixt their titlcs,and low names. 

There's nothing differs but the outward fame. 

The marthtrers enter ^ * 

Id Gods name what are you, and how cameyou^hitherf 

would fpeakewith Clarence, and 1 came hither on 
Bro, Y ca, are you fo briefeV (my Icc^s. 

2 Exec^O fir,it is better to bcbiicfethcn tedious, ^ 

Shew him our commiffion,talke no more* He readeth it. 

I am in this commaunded to deliuer 
The noble Duke ofClarcnce to your hands, 

I will not reafon what is meant hereby, 

Becaufel w'ill beguiltlcilcofthemeaning : 

Here arc the kdcs, there fits the Duke afleepe, 
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